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Today we muster 120,000 in all the world. Our early
desire for segregation once made us regard ourselves as
different from the Indians because it was thought the
distinction would endear us to our rulers.
It is now accepted that we are Indians in every sense
of the word. We are an essential element that has gone
into building the India of today. Though our customs
and ceremonies differ from those of the Hindus and the
Moslems, in the building of a nation we have acted and
reacted on each other and produced a new synthesis,
essentially Indian, which will endure. In spite of our
small numbers we are part of the Indian picture. In the
political deadlock we present no problems.
We worship the fire as Christians worship the Cross.
Our prophet is Zoroaster. But Americans know us better
by our Towers of Silence where, to their horror, we offer
our dead to the vultures. Vultures eat us as worms eat
Christians. We are offered naked to the birds unlike
Christians who are served up in wooden boxes.
"What difference does it make?" my grandfather once
said. "It's more important how you live than how you
are disposed of when you're dead."
My grandfather was a very handsome man. Fair-
skinned, he had blue eyes. I remember him with light
gray hair which later turned to white.
"I can see blue blood in your veins, Grandpapa," 1
once said to him.
"We have blue blood, my son," Maiji chipped in to
say.
That was grandmother. Maiji is an Indian word. It
means "great mother."
"Look at that picture on the wall." She pointed to
the one of my great-grandfather, "It's his name you bear.